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l. Holidays, holidays! 


Author's Notes: 
Corsica is such a beautiful island! | recommend it to you! 


First chapter of a second story! Enjoy :) 


POV: Clemens "Ardek" Wijers 
"Guys are you ready? We're gonna miss our flight!" 
"We're coming!" my brother shouted. 


| wasn't really enjoyed to go in holidays in Corsica, but we were late and we didn't have the time to complain 


We ran to the airport, wishing the plane hasn't already taken off. 


This year, we couldn't choose a destination for our holidays, so we decided with Dennis that the youngest 
should take the decision lvo was the youngest of us. So he took a globe and turned it. He placed randomly his 


hand on it and it came across the Corsica .. It could have been New York, Hawaii, 


Tokyo, but no .. Corsica .. 


We were now in the plane, above the white clouds. | was looking through the window when Dennis’ voice 


brought me back to reality. 

"Come on, Clemens. Its gonna be relaxing!" 

"And there is all we want there! Mountains, beach, plains .." 
"Was the civilization included in the price?" 

"You're not funny!" my brother complained. 


"Listen .. We know that you would go to New York, but we always visit big cities 


in Corsican countryside." 
"Okay then .. lIl make an effort." 
"Glad to hear it!" 


| slept all the rest of the traject. 
We finally landed in Bastia's airport. We got back our luggage and took a taxi. 


"What's the hotel's name?" 

"Hum .. We won't sleep in a hotel." 

"What?" 

"We'll be put up in a shepherd's house." 

"A shepherd's house? Seriously?" 

"Come on! You're not funny!" 

"Going in holidays in Corsica neither." 

Dennis, lvo and the driver, who obviously understood English, laughed. 
"Don't worry, sir. | know the man who put you up. It's a very nice guy." 


| hope .." 


~ This time we're gonna relax 


We arrived at the shepherd's house around | pm. The house was situated on the side of a hill and hidden by a 
lot of trees. They were two construction made of stones and a stable further away. There was an old man 
swinging in a chair. We paid the taxi driver and approached the man. 

"Hum .. Hello? Are you our host?" 

‘Oh, you're my guests! Sorry, | didn't recognize youl! My name is Rumeu." 

He had a very pronounced Italian accent. He shook hand with us. 

"And you are?" 

"Hum .. My name is Clemens and the two trolls next to me are Dennis and my brother, Ivo." 

"Clemens, Dennis, Ivo. Okay! Come with me, I'll show you around my propriety.” 

We followed him. He showed us his house, our bedroom in the second construction and the stable. 

"What animals are you breeding?" 

"Goats. For the cheese. Are you hungry?" 

‘Oh yes!" | screamed. 

"Follow me!" 

He took us to his patio. The table was dressed. 


"Take a seat." 


We sat next to each other. There was bread, cheese, wine, cooked meats, lettuce, tomatoes, a water pitcher 


and a strange kind of sausage 
"What is it?" Asked my brother. 
"This is what we call "saucisson" 
"Can |." 


"Taste? Of course!" 


He cut a slice and tasted it. 


"Have you got anothers? | want to bring it back in the Netherlands!" 

"Ha hal Yes, | have almost too much of it." 

We started to eat. Everything was good! 

"So, where are you going tomorrow?" He asked us. 

"We thought that we could go to .. Fu .. Fiur .. Hum ... | don't remember." the singer said. 
"Furiani." Corrected the old man. "Mmm .. You guys like horror and ghost stories, don't you?" 
"We don't like it. We adore it!" 


"Do you know the story of the Biguglia's pond?" 


2. The Biguglia's pond 


Author's Notes: 
Second chapter! Enjoy :) 
I'd like to point that the legend of the Biguglia's pond is a "true" Corsican legend. 


POV: Dennis "Seregor" Droomers 

"Do you know the story of the Biguglia's pond?" 

We looked at each other. 

"No." 

"Tell us!" 

| was excited like a child in a toys shop. 

Its a sad story .. It begins in the castle of Biguglia, where count Fabiano lived with his second wife and his 
daughter, issued of a first wedding, Fior Di Spina. The count's wife became more and more jealous of Fior 
because she was beautiful, intelligent, pure and sweet like honey. When Fabiano wasn't in the castle, the nasty 
wife mistreated the poor young girl. One day, Fior heard voices from the sky, which told her to go to the 
Migliacciaru domain. And when she left the castle, a terrible, violent and endless rain pelted down on the castle. 
There was so much water, that the plains became a pond and the castle has been engulfed." 

"Wow .." | was speechless. 

"And the pond is always there." 

"Okay, tomorrow, we'll go to the Biguglia's pond, guys!" | said. 

"l'm game! Clemens?" 

"Okay, okay, I'm game too." 

"Great, I'll drive you there tomorrow. But now, | have to care of my goats and my sheep." 


"You've got sheep too?" 


"Yes. For the wool. My wife knits a lot." 


"But .. We haven't seen her!" 

"She shouldn't be long, don't worry." 

Suddenly, an old but beautiful woman appeared next to the trees. 
"Good evening gentlemen. Good evening honey." 


She kissed him gently before change her direction and look at us. She approached us. | kissed her hand, and the 
guys did the same thing. 


"What gentlemen Nice to meet you, my name is Francesca" 
"Nice to meet you. We are .” 

"| know who you are” 

"Really?" | asked 

She laughed 


"Yes. You're the singer of Carach Angren, Dennis. And your friends are Clemens and Ivo, the keyboardist and 
the drummer. My grand-daughter speaks often about you." 


"Have you heard, guys? We've got fans in Corsica!" 
The old couple laughed. We talked about everything and nothing until Il pm. 

"Im tired. | think Im gonna sleep" Said Francesca. "Goodnight youth!" 

"Goodnight Mrs. Orsoni" We said together. 

‘Aww, please, call me Francesca 

She disappeared in the house. Her husband looked at us and laughed generously. 
"My wife always loved young men. But not as much as she loves me" 

We were flattered but a little bit embarrassed 


"Don't worry. | supposed that she's not your type." 


We laughed too. No, she was definitely not our type. 


"Well, it's not that you guys are unpleasant, but I'm old and tired, so .. lim gonna sleep. See you tomorrow. Be 
awake around 1 pm. Goodnight Carach Angren!" 


"Goodnight Rumeu!" 

We went to our bedroom. 

"Relaxing you said, Dennis?" 

"Hey, we're gonna maybe see a haunted place!" 

"The "maybe" annoys me." the keyboardist answeredn 

"Come on, bro. It could be funny! And you promised to make an effort" 

"That's true .. Okay, okay. But, | advise you .. If a goat or a sheep wake me up, it will be our next lunch!" 

"For the moment, we just should try to sleep." | conclude. 

"Dennis is right. l'm tired." the drummer added. 

We went to bed But this night wasn't the best of my life! Mosquitoes, heat, bleating .. And this story .. | was 
curious to see this place. | sighed and looked at the moon through the window, or rather the opening. | closed 
my eyes and fell asleep. 

During the night, | had a disturbing dream. | was bare-chested, next to a lake, or a pond. The moon was 
brightening on the water's surface. Suddenly, | heard a female voice. | don't know why, but | was mesmerized 
by it. | entered in water and listened to the voice. Something stroked my back. 

"Who's there?" 

No answer. | started to move back, but a hand grabbed my wrist. It was a woman. She was so beautiful. She 
had long straight black hair, white skin and blue eyes .. Holy Satan! Blue like a deep ocean. But | noticed that her 
left arm was bruised. 

"Oh my god, who did this to you?" 


She didn't answer me and hugged me, like if she was afraid. 


"Dennis, please, protect me." 


She disappeared in the water. Then | suddenly woke up. So much suddenly that | felt of my bed. 
"Ouch!" 

"Goodmorning sleeping Beauty!" 

Rumeu was in front of me, a radiant smile fixed on his face. 

"What time is it?" 

"Dont worry. Its 730 pm." 

"Holy shit, I'm so sorry Rumeu!" 

"Keep calm. Your friends are eating their breakfast. Come." 

| followed the old man to the patio and sat next to Francesca. 

"Goodmorning every body." 

"Hello!" the Wijers shouted. 

"Goodmorning Dennis. Aww, you seem tired Have you slept well?" 

"| just had a nightmare." 

"Aww, poor thing." 

She kissed my cheek and my forehead. Then she disappeared into the house. 
"Don't laugh or I'll kill you." 

"That's not our fault! She likes you a lot!" Ivo answered. 

"Shut up, she's coming.” his brother whispered. 

She gave me a cup of coffee, some bread with chocolate and jam and apple juice. 
"Oh Dennis, | forgot to tell you to be careful of Assunta!" 

"Assunta? Who is Assunta?" 


Suddenly | saw a donkey stealing me my bread. 


"This is Assunta" the old woman laughed. 

"My bread!" 

"She loves making jokes with strangers. Don't worry, I'm gonna bring you another bread slices." 

The two brothers laughed generously. Rumeu called them and they left the table. | was alone with Francesca 
"You said you had a nightmare. Can you describe it to me?" 


"Of course. | was shirtless next to a pond, and | heard a voice. | entered in the water and woman grabbed my 


wrist. She had a bruised arm and she seemed to be afraid. Then she disappeared” 
The woman stayed quiet 

"Is there any problem?" 

"No, don't worry. Please, be careful you, the brothers and Rumeu when you'll be near of the pond” 
"| promise” 


We left the shepherd's house at 8 am and we arrived at Biguglia's pond around 815 am. | must admit that I've 


never seen something like this in my whole life. But the worth was coming. 


3. Action! 


Author's Notes: 
Third chapter! Enjoy >) 


POV: Ivo "Namtar" Wijers 

"Guys, this is the Biguglia's pond" 

"This is so weird and beautiful. | love it" | exclaimed. 

It was the most beautiful placed I've ever seen 

"This is so huge!" 

‘Its surface is about one thousand four hundred and fifty hectares." 
"Can we bathe there?" my brother asked. 


"Not in the pond. But there is a beach next to Furiani. However, | hope for you that you have anti-mosquitoes 
spray. There is a lot of mosquitoes in this pond." 


"Why can't we bathe? Is it dangerous?" 


"Hum .. Not really, but its a natural reserve and there is shore crabs, grey shrimp and seahorses. You're just 
able to fish. Come with me, I'll show you!" 


We parked on a little path, beyond huge pines and we got out of the car. 

"Wait, | take my cameral!" 

Rumeu and the guys stopped. | joined them quickly, with the little device. We walked about five minutes before 
we arrived in front of the pond. The shepherd showed us where the castle has been engulfed. Dennis asked me 
if he could film it. 

"Of course | can! | want to remember all this spectacular place!" 


"Glad to hear it" the old man said with a smile. 


"| would like my brother to be happy to be there too .." 


"Come with me, lvo." 

We sat on a little bridge, our feet floating in the air. 

"You know .. When you go to Corsica the first time, it's by accident. But the next times, it's always for love." 
| smiled. It was true. 

"| think I'll be sad when we'll go back to the Netherlands .." 

"You can come here when you want. It will always be a pleasure to receive you." 


Rumeu was so nice. Always smiling, always enjoying the life. 
After the pond, we visited the aquarium in the museum. 


"Do you want to bathe at the Furiani's beach?" the old man asked. 
"Oh yes!" we said together. 
"Furiani's beach, we're coming!" 


We bathed and played at Furiani's beach around two hours before Rumeu calls us for the lunch. My brother 


and | joined him. We were hungry! 

"Wait, where is Dennis?" 

The old man was laid in a lounger, his hat put on his face. He adjusted it and looked at us. 

"I think you should take a look behind you." he said with a mischievous smile. 

We turned over and saw the singer talking with a beautiful woman. Who was she? 

"Dennis! Stop to bill and coo, and come here! Its lunch time!" 

"lim coming!" 

He said goodbye to the girl and joined us. He took a sandwich and started to eat it. 

"Seems someone fancy Corsican girls and Corsican girls fancy this person" joked the shepherd. 


"So .. Will you tell us who this fucking beautiful creature was ?" my brother asked. 


"| don't know her name." 
"You don't even know her name?" 


"| just know she's Corsican and that she lost her necklace. She asked me if we could bring it back to her if we 


find it" 


"Mmm ...| know Corsican women's look. She wasn't just searching for her necklace .. She was melting in front of 


you" Rumeu answered 

"Dennis has got a girlfriend!" my brother shouted 

"She's not my girlfriend!" 

"Im pretty sure that shell become it" | said "Anyway, you must admit that she was pretty! 
"That's true .” 


While we were eating our sandwiches, | saw the singer looking insistently at something. | searched what he was 


looking at and | found it: it was the woman. She was scrutinizing the sand. 
"Do you find her sexy, Dennis?" | asked with a big smile. 


"No! Hum .. Yes, she is but | don't want her. It's just the fact that she can't find her necklace which annoys 


me" he stammered 
The old man looked at Dennis and laughed slightly. 
"| think you should take a look at your pocket! 
"But how could | have her ... necklace?" 


He dug up the necklace from his pocket. His eyes were wide open and his mouth gaping. He looked at the girl 
and stood up. He walked to her. 


"Hey! | found your necklace." 
"Really? Oh, thank you so much!" 
He gave her the piece of jewelry. But her face wasn't completely happy. 


"The pendant is not there anymore.” 


"Oh .. I'm sorry. Do you want us to help you?" 


"Hum .. No thanks .. | don't know how we could find a so little pendant in all this and .. Maybe the sea already 
took it away.” 


hee 
"Don't be. You helped me and i's the most important. Thank you" 

"You're welcome” 

She said goodbye and disappeared behind pines. Dennis was about to join us when he shouted 
"Ouch!" 

"What?" 

He took a look under his foot and a smile appeared on his face. 

"| found her pendant!" 

"Caught her up!" the shepherd exclaimed 


He ran with the pendant in his hand. | hoped the woman hasn't already left the beach, or we would have to 


deal with a sad, grumpy Dernis. 

We went back to Rumeu's house around 8 pm. We ate with the couple. 

"Rumeu told me that Ivo and Dennis filmed their visit to the Biguglia's pond. " 

"Would you like to watch it?" | asked. 

"Of course!" 

| turned on the camera and sat between her and Dennis. 

"And .. Action!" 

On the first part, we could see Dennis acting like a reporter. We laughed. He was such a great actor! While | 
was filming the pond, Rumeu was telling the Fior Di Pina's legend. After this sequence, Dennis was in possession 


of the camera. He was filming the supposed place where the castle has been engulfed. But there was a 


problem .. This morning, we were alone. And in the video, a woman was walking on the bridge. 


"Are you sure you were alone?" 


"Yes, we werel | drove them to the pond this morning because there's nobody between | am and I0 am." 


Rumeu explained. 

And suddenly, the video stopped. The screen was black and we just could hear noises hardly audible. 
"Wow .. | don't understand. The camera was perfectly functioning when | was filming." Dennis said. 
"Me too." 

Francesca stayed quiet. She looked at the singer with a sad face. 

"Are you okay, Francesca?" 

"Yes, don't worry, | think I'm a little bit tired” 


"Oh wait .. We didn't talk about the beach." Clemens remembered. "Francesca, l'm sorry to announce you that 


Demis found a beautiful girl to get his teeth into." 

"Really? Aww, I'm so happy for you! What's her name? Maybe | know her! How old is she?" 

The singer was inundated with Francesca questions. This old woman was as nice and funny as her husband. 
"And ... Is she pretty?" 

"Honey, Corsican girls are always pretty!" her husband exclaimed. 

"| want to know!" 

"Hum .. She was about twenty, twenty-five | don't know. She's slim, she's got blue eyes, long straight black hair 
and she was wearing a white swimsuit. Oh, and she was wearing a necklace. She lost it at the beach, but | 
finally found it for her. 


"| always knew you were the most gallant of the trio." the old woman joked. 


After a long and joyful conversation, we finally went to bed. The next day, we'll go back to Biguglia's pond. | 


wanted a complete video! 
When we fell asleep, men's voices woke us up suddenly. 


"Wow! What's that?" | asked. 


"Don't they sleep in this country?" my brother shouted. 

"Keep calm. l'm gonna ask to Rumeu what's going on" the singer said. 

"Can | come with you?" 

"Yes." 

We knocked on the door but nobody answered us. 

"Ivo, look!" 

Further away, in the field, a light and the voices were coming from the stable. 

"Follow me!" Dennis whispered. 

"Are you crazy? And if they don't want to see us?" 

"| want to know what's going on in this stable!" 

| followed the singer to the stable. We looked through a discreet opening. We could see Rumeu, Francesca, two 
young men and an older one. And of course, there were goats and sheep around them. 

The men were singing, but it was .. very particular. No instrument, just their voice. But in a way, it was so 
beautiful to hear. We were watching them with pleasure but suddenly Assunta appeared and brayed. The men 
stopped to sing and Rumeu took his gun before exit of the stable. He shot three times. 


"Rumeu, Rumeu, it's us! Dennis and Ivo!" 


"Dennis? lvo? Oh my god, I'm so sorry. Assunta brayed, | thought there were rascals. Why are you awake? Oh, 


| see .. Sorry, we didn't want to annoy you. Come, I'll show you how Corsicans sing." 

We entered in the stable and sat next to Francesca. 

"Carach Angren, | introduce you my son, Amadeu, my grand-son Calistu and his cousin, Iviu. 
"Oh, Ivo, you've got a Corsican friend!" 

The three men shook hand with us and smiled. 

"Honey, can you explain to them what are the famous "a pulifunia Corsa" 2" 


"In Corsica, there is a very old tradition which persists today. And this tradition is the polyphonic Corsican 
singings. There is several kind of it. For example, there is the "pagjellah". This type of polyphonic songs is used 


to tell about the traditions, the everyday life. But, originally, it was used to tell about love stories. Painful or 
not. There is the "chjami e respondi", which is a sort of game. Two or plus singers challenge each others for 
improvisation" 

"Looks very hard" 

"Yes. But its usually a pleasure." Amadeu answered. 

‘I've got an ideal We're gonna learn you the polyphonic Corsican singings!" Francesca exclaimed, 

Dennis and | turned pale. 

"Are you sure it's a good idea?" 


"Yes. There's a beginning for everything!" 


So, our polyphonic Corsican singings lesson began here, in a stable, surrounded by goats and sheep. 


4. Ghosts can love too 


Author's Notes: 
Fourth chapter! Enjoy :) 


POV: Dennis "Seregor" Droomers 


The next morning, Ivo took his camera and watch the video again. Nothing had changed: there was always the 


black screen and the noises. 


"| don't know what to do .. | want to visit the rest of the island but there's this fucking video .. | won't leave 


Corsica without a complete and normal video of the Biguglia's pond!" 

"If you want, | go back to Furiani and you can visit Bastia with Clemens and Rumeu." 
"But who will drive you there?" 

"Maybe Francesca can" 

"Okay then .. | leave you my camera. If it doesn't work, try with your cell phone." 
"Okay." 


Clemens, lvo and Rumeu left the house around 8 pm. 


| was eating my breakfast when the old woman squeezed my shoulder with her thin hand. 
"Goodmorning Francesca." 

"Goodmorning Dennis. Have you slept well?" 

| had the same nightmare, but yes, | slept well." 


"You know .. | didn't want to talk about this in front of your friend and my husband, but | think | know what's 


going on in your head." 
‘I'm not sure to understand. What do you mean?" 
"Can you describe the woman in your dreams °" 


"She's the perfect copy of the woman | saw at the beach." 


"Did she tell you to protect her?" 

"Yes." 

"Mmm .. | can't make a hurried conclusion. We need to know her name before." 
"| hope I'll see her on the beach." 

"Do you want me to drive you to Furiani?" 

"Yes, thank you." 

She drove me to the Biguglia'pond and went back to her house. 

| was alone, with lvo's camera and my phone. 

"Okay, Biguglia's castle. I'm coming .." 


| turned on the camera and walked to the same place where | was the last time. 


The screen wasn't black, but | noticed a white shape moving on the other side of the pond 

"What the .." 

| raised my eyes and saw the beach woman's but she was different. She was wearing a beautiful white 
Victorian dress and her hair was coiffed. She looked at me and stopped to walk. She addressed me a sign with 
her hand. 

She was about fifty meters away from me, but | could bet that | heard her talking to me. 

"Follow me, Sir Droomers .." 

| couldn't resist. | followed her into the woods. Her silhouette was floating between the pines. 


"Where are you driving me?" 


No answer. 
After a little while, | arrived on the beach. But the woman wasn't there anymore. | turned off the camera. 


"Hey! You're the guy who found my necklace!" 
The beach's woman was behind me, in her white swimsuit. 


"H. Hil" 


"What are you doing here?" 

"| was just .. filming the Biguglia's pond. Hum ...| forgot to ask your name yesterday” 
'Fiora. But my friends call me Fior. And you, what's your name?" 

"Dennis" 

"Would you like to walk with me?" 

"Hum .. Okay!" 


She was so charismatic and sweet. Maybe the guys were right. Maybe | was in love with her. | noticed she 


was scrutinizing the sand. 
"Have you lost your necklace again?" 
"Ha hal No, I'm searching Saint Lucie eyes." 


"What?" 


"Don't worry. The name doesn't correspond exactly to human eyes. Do you know the legend which is associated 


with?" 
"No. How many legends have you got in Corsica?" 
"A lot! So .. Her mother was suffering from an incurable disease. So Lucie prayed the Virgin until her mother 


was cured. To drive her suitors and to thank Mary, Lucie tore off her eyes and thrown it into the sea. So the 


Virgin gave her back more beautiful and brighten eyes. Its the most famous version of the legend” 
"Wow ." 

"Oh! Here is one!" 

She showed me a little white and orange shell. 

"In Corsica, its considered as a lucky charm. We can wear it as jewelry. Do you want one?" 

"Hum .. Okay." 


She gave me the little shell. She was so nice and interesting. We talked and walked together all the day. 


It was now l0 pm. 

"| should call my friends. They're probably worried” 
"Oh no, please don't go Dennis. Please." 

Some tears were about to roll on her pale face. 
"Oh no, don't cry. Fior please, don't cry. Look at me." 


She raised up her eyes and looked at my eyes. She took my cheeks in her hands and pressed her lips against 


mine. 
"Kiss me Dennis. Please." 

So | did it. | couldn't resist to her! What was happening to me? 

She sat on my knees and hugged me. | stroked her hair and her back while she was kissing my neck | noticed 
her right thigh was bruised. 

"What happened to your leg?" 

"Nothing important." 

"Tell me. l'm not here to hurt you." 

She closed her eyes and two tears fell on the floor. 

"Honey, what's wrong?" 

"| can't explain you." 

She stood up and ran on the sand. 


"Fior wait!" 


| hugged her and kissed her neck. | whispered her name and she let herself fall in my arms. | laid her in the 


sand and took off my T-shirt: 
"Dennis .." she whispered. 
"Shhh .. Keep calm. I'm not gonna hurt you." 


She stroked my groin and my abdomen. | placed my hands on her back and undid her swimsuit top and thrown 


it away. | kissed her under her bust. Then | put my hand in her swimsuit bottom. | brushed her little garden 


"Dennis .. Please .." 


| took off my clothes and her swimsuit. | penetrate her with softness, | was afraid to hurt her. She looked at 
me we wild eyes. 


"I know what you want, honey.” 
"So give it to me." 


| took myself out of her. She kneeled down and took my cock in her hands. She stroked it gently before put it 
in her beutiful mouth. | felt her tongue licking the head of my cock. | moaned loudly. 


"Oh Fior .. | want you ... | love you ..” 
She stood up and kissed me passionnately. But suddenly, | felt smothered. | couldn't breathe. 
"Honey .. | can't breathe." 


"Goodnight my love. | love you." She hugged me and my vision blurred. Then, | couldn't see anything. | was just 
drown in darkness. 


5. Prisoner 


Author's Notes: 
Fifth and last chapter! Enjoy :) 


POV: Clemens "Ardek" Wijers 

"Dennis? Dennis, can you hear me? Dennis!" 

"Mmm ." 

"Dennis! Oh my god, we were so worried! What happened?" | asked. 
"| think we should let him snap out of it" the shepherd suggested. 
"Sure, sorry.” 

"lm alive?" the singer asked with a cracking voice. 

"Of course you arel" 


We laughed and Ivo hugged him. My little brother was so worried about Dennis last night when we found him 
floating on the Biguglia's pond. 


"What happened to you?" Rumeu asked. 
"|. | was filming the Biguglia's pond and .. | saw a woman" 
"Mmm .. What was she wearing?" 


"A Victorian white dress. She told me to follow her, so | did it and .. and .. | .. | think | arrived on the beach and 


„ Fiora!" 
"Fiora? Who is she?" 


"The .. The beach's girl. Her name is Fiora. She wouldn't me to leave the beach. Her leg .. | hugged her and we 


"Wow, wow, wow, calm down We don't understand anything." 


"| couldn't resist ." 

"You couldn't resist to what?" 

"To her .. We ..." 

"Breathe, Dennis, breathe .. You what?" 

"We .. We made love together." 

The poor Dennis fell asleep just after those words. 

"He is her prisoner." Rumeu whispered. 

"What?" 

"He is the prisoner of Fior Di Spina" Francesca said. 

Suddenly, Dennis woke up and shouted like if he was afraid of something. 
"Dennis! We are here, calm down. It was just a nightmare." lvo reassured the singer. 
"Guys? | think you should take a look at the videos." 

Dennis stood up and walked with difficulty to join us. 

"Listen to this." 

We put our headphones and listened attentively the noises. 

"Dennis .. My chosen .. My love .. Where are you?" 

The voice was distant and lost. 

"This is Fior Di Spina. Now listen to this." 

The voice was not the same and more aggressive. 

"He is mine. He is mine. He is mine." 

"This is the second wife of count Fabiano. And the two women want you, Dennis. You are their prisoner.” 


It's impossible." 


"You know .. Corsica is a strange island. You should never doubt of the Corsican mysteries." 
"But, why me?" 

"Fior Di Pina was a pure girl. And she's searching for a pure love." 

"Okay, but Fabiano's wife?" 


"She has always been jealous of Fior. And now, she wants the most precious thing she could take to her step- 
daughter: her heart. Dennis, you're the only one who can pacify their pain" 


"But how?" | asked 

"Wait a minute. | didn't see Fabiano's wife. | only saw Fior in two different outfits.” 
"So one of the two versions wasn't Fior." 

Suddenly, we heard three knocks on the door. 

"Hello?" 

"Who are you?" 

"I think Dennis knows." 

"Fiora?" 

"Now, | can explain you everything" 


What was going on? | looked at my brother. He seemed so afraid. | placed my hand on his shoulder to reassure 


him. 

"Wait. How did you find my house?" Rumeu asked. 

"If you let me enter I'll explain you." 

"Mmm .. Okay." 

The shepherd has lost his smile. The young woman walked into the house and approached the singer. 


"Are you okay." 


"Yes, don't worry." 

"Thank heavens!" 

She hugged him and kissed his cheek 

"What did you want to speak about with us?" my little brother asked, 

"| don't know where to begin" 

“Take your time." 

"So .. Hum .." 

Dennis held her hand. 

"When | was nineteen, | was walking with my friends at the Biguglia's pond and we didn't know that it's not a 
swimming area. So we decided to bathe in it. We were swimming next to the ancient place of the castle and 
something grabbed my ankle. | was enticed to the bottom and | drowned. But before dying, | felt something cold 
in my stomach, but it was not water. And then, everything became black. | woke up on the beach, next to my 
friends. They found me different, like if | was a different person My tastes, my hobbies, my vision of the 
world wasn't the same and | have memories about Fior Di Spina and the second wife of count Fabiano that 
nobody could know. After several theories, | concluded that the two women were fighting to have my body and 
my soul. When | met you at the beach, | was myself, but they saw Dennis and they took my feelings. From 
that moment, they are fighting to have you, Dernis." 

"So .. Last night ... It wasn't you?" 

"No .. l'm sorry. It was just my body. But | love you, please believe me." 


"| believe you." 


"Not me." the shepherd cut short. "Who drives you here? Who pushed mister Droomers in the water? Fior? 


Fabiano's wife? Or you?" 

| don't know! That's why I'm here! | thought Dennis would remember.” 

We had a big problem .. There were so many riddles to solve and we just had a few clues. 
"How will we find the solution?" 


"If Dennis has got nightmares, it means that the two women are fighting for him." Francesca explained. 


As long as the singer would have nightmares, the problem couldn't be resolved. 

Fiora was hugging the singer like if she was scared. She suddenly shouted and fell on the floor. 
‘Ouch! My ribs!" 

lvo lifted her vest up and looked at her ribs. 

"Oh my god! Look!" 

There were blue, black and purple marks. 

"Fabiano's wife mistreated her step-daughter when he wasn't there. Maybe Dennis could stop it!" | screamed. 
"He is mine! Please, mother, don't hurt me!" 

"Wow .. What is happening to Fiora?" 

"Dennis! You must prove your love to Fioral Maybe the two others will leave her body." 
"Fiora? Fiora listens to me. | know you can hear me." 


The girl was shaking and three voices were coming from her mouth. 
The singer places himself on her body and took her face in his hands. 


'Fiora ... | love you." 

He kissed her passionately. Little by little, the beautiful woman soothed herself. 

Two whites balls suddenly left the Fiora's body. They were floating in the room. The old couple, my brother, 
Demis and | were looking at those strange things. The two lights moved to the door and left the house before 
raising in the sky. 

"I think we're not ready to forget those holidays .." | whispered. 

| noticed Dennis was sat next to Fiora. The poor girl was unconscious. 

"Darling? Darling, can you hear me? Its me, Dennis," 

"Mmm .. Where am |? In heaven?" 


"In my arms.” 


"Its the same thing." 


"Aww, come here." 


They traded the most beautiful kiss I've ever seen. Francesca and Rumeu smiled Nostalgia was inundating their 


face. 

"Do you remember honey?" Francesca asked. 

"Oh yes .. You were the sweetest creature I've ever met in my life." 

"Don't move, you fucking beautiful lovers!" Ivo joked. 

He grabbed his camera and took a photo of Dennis and Fiora kissing. 

"Can we move now, lvo?" Dennis asked with lips pressed against Fiora's mouth. 

"| don't know. OF course, you can!" 

The next days, we visited Bastia, Ajaccio, Corte, we bathed in several beaches and we hiked too with Fiora, 
Rumeu, and Francesca 

But all good things must come to an end, and it was now the time to go back to the Netherlands. 

"Before you leave us, we would like to sing you a pagjellah.’ Rumeu said. 

There was the shepherd, his wife, Amadeu, Calistu, Iviu and Fiora. They stood up in front of us and put a hand 
on their ear. Rumeu gave the first note and the others followed him. Dennis had his eyes riveted on Fiora 
The finish of the song was very beautiful. 

After it, we ate our last dinner with our Corsican friends. 

"Fiora, | have something to ask you." 

"Yes?" 

"Would you like to come with us, in the Netherlands?" 

"Oh, Dennis .. | .. | don't know." 

If Dennis' heart was made of glass, you could hear it cracking. His sad face broke my heart. 


"| understand." 


"| love you, you know it” 


"Yes, | know honey." 
"But Corsica is my only home and my heart" 
They kissed gently with a sadness touch in their eyes. 


"You know, Dennis, maybe you're Dutch, but your heart is Corsican. I'm sure of it" Rumeu said with a proud 


smile on his face. 

Fiora smiled to the singer and hugged him. 

In the airport, the sadness was present. Fiora was crying in Dennis’ arms. 
"You know you can come when you want." Francesca remembered us. 
"Carach Angren, Corsica will waiting for you!" 

A voice announced our flight. 

"Wait, Dennis!" the young girl screamed. "Could you .. growl for me?" 
"And for us?" Rumeu added. 


The singer smiled and breathed in deeply. Then, he gave the most powerful growl he could realise. Fiora and the 
old couple laughed. 


"Please, don't forget us." the shepherd asked. 
"We'll never. We promise." 


We hugged together one more time. Dennis and the beach’s girl french kissed. Then we left once and for all 


Corsica. 

We were now in the plane, going back to our native country. 

"So Clemens, where do you want to go in holidays next time?" Ivo asked. 
| took a look to Dennis and sighed. 

"I want to go to Corsica!" 


The singer's face lighted up. During the flight, we searched on the Web all the Corsican legends to impress our 


friends next time we'll visit them. And maybe to live another strange adventures. After all, our heart were 


now prisoner of the Isle of Beauty. 


